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The King of Manetheren 
 

he Wheel of Time turns, and Ages come and pass, leaving memories that become 

legend. Legend fades to myth, and even myth is long forgotten when the Age that 

gave it birth comes again. In one Age, called the Third Age by some, an Age yet to 

come, an Age long past, a wind rose from the plains of Aridhol. The wind was not the 

beginning. There are neither beginnings nor endings to the turning of the Wheel of Time. But 

it was a beginning. 

      From Aridhol the wind travelled south east, gently causing pure white clouds to drift over 

an azure sky, and making flowers say merrily in the sunshine. It swept over mountains and 

dales, and along riverbanks, and startled deer in the forests of the world. By length, it came to 

the lands of Manetheren, the Mountain Home, where it fluttered the white cloth and its red 

eagle adornment hanging from a pole in the hand of a young boy, whose name was Conor al 

Varre al Meara.  

      He delighted at the rippling banner, standing at the head of an army of serried ranks of 

spearmen, helms glittering in the afternoon sun that came from behind them, shafts breaking 

through the clouds of ravens that circled, spying for the fiends that lay ahead. The horses of 

the cavalry off to his left stamped their hooves restlessly, eager to begin the charge that 

would take their grim-faced riders into battle. Trumpets clamoured into the sky, and ten 

thousand bow strings made a faint twang as they were affixed to the bow staves. Their archer 

owners started to pluck a good quarrel from the rows stuck into the ground in front of them. 

Conor brandished his sword in his right hand, the left hand holding the banner. His own 

horse, dark chestnut and bearing the name Corvalon – night guard – whickered gently to its 

master, sensing that the time was right to put enemies to the flight by the ferociousness of the 

charge. Conor smoothed Corvalon’s mane in return, and thought about the day’s work to 

come. It had been a long fight, and this would be the final battle. He would save Manetheren 

from its foes, and most importantly save his beloved from a fate worse than death. 

      “Los Valdar Cuebiyari! Los! Mordero daghain pas duente cuebiyar! Carai an Caldazar! 

Al Caldazar!” yelled Conor, as he brushed Corvalon’s flanks and the horse shot forward, 

hooves a blur as he reached top speed, outpacing all of the cavalry in the army. A wall of 

sound had raised from behind Conor – a hundred thousand voices taking up the cry “Carai an 

Caldazar! Al Caldazar!”. They were following their king to death and glory. For 

Manetheren. For Conor. 

      Keiva. He thought only her name, now. It was all he needed now, as he galloped towards 

the host of Fades, Dreadlords, Darkfriends, Trollocs, and other abominations of the Dark. His 

sword was a point of light; he was doing the Light’s work. A hail of arrows blocked the 

afternoon sun as his archers fired their first volley over the cavalry charge. The shafts fell 
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among the enemy, and many went down. A Fade slashed at his Trollocs as he quivered and 

jerked before dying. The Trollocs went down with him. Conor smiled a grim smile and 

pushed Corvalon on; his army followed, and their charge crashed home into the fists of 

Trollocs. Conor swung the sword left and right, masterfully turning Corvalon, cutting a path 

towards the Dark host’s centre. His love was there – his queen. He could feel her. She could 

feel him. She was wounded, and afraid, but he was coming. His arm was strong. His blood 

was strong. The Heart Guard were conquering: their enemies fled at the sight of them, fled 

from the blades of Manetheren. They did not flee quickly enough, and they were cut down. 

Screams of men filled the air, but the Trollocs screamed the loudest. Fades were cut down 

and the Trollocs linked to them fell with them. Conor swept the head from a Dreadlord, and 

plunged the point through the thing’s heart: he could not call it a man. No real man would 

give his heart to the Shadow. His father had taught him that. 

      Lost in the memory, Conor did not see the Fade swinging the dread blade of Thakandar 

until the last second, and knew then that there was nothing he could do to prevent his death. 

He would fail. He would die. He closed his eyes and said her name. Keiva. The blow never 

struck home. He was falling backwards, and the earth received him with a shock through his 

back. Corvalon had reared, taking the blow to the neck, dying for its master. Conor was alive, 

but far from safe. On his back, sword and banner jarred from his hand, and the Fade looming 

over him, he reached for the hilt of the sword, fingers just short of it. Reach, burn you. The 

Thakandar blade swung down, and Conor managed to close a grip on the blade, enough to 

parry the worst of the blow. It bludgeoned him, but didn’t cut through his armour; his brain 

screamed for death, and he heard nothing but the sound of hoofbeats. No, you’re alone now. 

Corvalon has gone. No horse now to bear me hence. Only death. Conor swung the sword 

towards the Fade ineffectually, and heard it laugh at him. A laugh like leaves being swept off 

the stone lid of the crypt. It was cut short, as was the Fade – its head removed, landing some 

hundred paces from its body. There was a horse; and a strong arm reached down to lift Conor 

into the saddle. Conor, still dazed from the blows, mumbled thanks to his saviour. 

      “I could never leave you to die, my king,” his saviour said, “I made a promise.” 

      “A promise?” Conor asked, his vision starting to unblur. 

      “Yes, to our father,” the man said, “my blood shed before yours, brother.” The man who 

had saved him turned in the saddle and Conor beheld his brother’s face. They came to a halt 

in the midst of the field: the battle was almost over, Mantheren had prevailed. The two set 

down from the horse and Conor hugged his brother, trembling. 

      “I thought you were dead,” he said, bewildered. 

      “So it was reported,” Nyal al Varre al Meara said, “even I thought it. But I was eventually 

healed by the wisdom of the Servants of All.” 

      “Then this is by right yours,” Conor said, taking the circlet helm from his head, kneeling 

and holding it out to Nyal. 

      “Hush, brother,” Nyal said, “you have proved yourself the King of Manetheren this day, 

and I bear you no ill will for it. Truly, I was dead, but am come again. This is all I claim: to 

bear our honour, and mine, beside you, my king.” So saying Nyal took up the banner of 

Manetheren and held it aloft. It flew over a field of victory. 

      “Come, brother,” Nyal said, “we must rally the troops to celebrate the victory, and drink 

to you and your queen.” The blood drained from Conor’s face. “Keiva!” he whispered, and 

started to run, legs following the feel of her in his head. He heard Nyal shouting, but he did 

not stop. He had to save his love, or the victory was hollow. 

      Eventually, he came upon a copse, and started cautiously beneath the trees. He knew she 

was at the centre, and he could feel the Shadowspawn around her. He drew his sword, and 

proceeded on. Footsteps behind him made him turn, and his blade stopped an inch from 

Nyal’s throat. He nodded, and Conor went on, with his brother at his side. There was a small 



clearing at the centre, where the leaves had fallen from the trees, and no birds sang. Massive 

pots were set beside the remnants of fires – cookpots, if Conor did not miss his guess, in 

which the unlucky captured of the world of men had been thrown for the Trollocs fare. His 

love was not amongst them, thank the Light. She was in the centre of a clearing, chained to a 

rock. She was alone, but he could feel the Shadowspawn. He did not rush to her. Sure 

enough, in the grim darkness of the trees Trollocs and Fades waited for him. They had known 

he would come. 

      “For Manetheren,” his brother whispered, and Conor nodded. They stepped into the 

clearing, swords drawn, and were at once swamped with foes. But the swords of Manetheren 

were keen, and they cut throats, split heads, and sliced stomachs, until the blades ran black 

with the blood of the accursed. Fades came on and fell, and Trollocs howled in their death 

throes. The brothers stood back to back, and all who came near them knew the power of the 

Ancient Blood, all of them knew death then. 

      But there were many foes, and only two, and they were pushed back against the rock; 

Keiva ay Neiv ay Caetlen wept quietly as they fought beside her. The sight of her unharmed 

renewed their strengths and they fought arduously, pushing back the Shadowspawn, 

slaughtering them left and right – no mercy, no truce with the Shadow. Their arms ached, and 

the hilts were slippery and sticky with blood, but still they fought. One foe remained now – a 

Fade of a kind – twice the height of any normal Fade, and armed with two large swords, 

which it whirled and weaved in a frenzy of death. The brothers set to it, and the battle was 

joined. They could find no opening – the thing was strong and evil. It moved snakelike, and 

struck blows that jarred arms, and made the blades of their swords smoke. Nyal’s sword was 

broken by a powerful blow, which sent him crashing into a tree and Conor faced the beast 

alone. He fought with all his courage and might, but the thing was strong, its blades were 

long and sharp, and soon he was toppled under the weight of the blows. The King of 

Manetheren on one knee, blade held above his head, bracing against blow after blow from the 

Shadowspawn. His sword broke. The thing swung the two swords down. 

      “No!” yelled Nyal, throwing himself before his brother, the staff and banner of 

Manetheren held in his hands, defiant. 

      “No!” screamed Keiva simultaneously, the Power bursting forth from her, as she broke 

the shield that had been weaved on her, erupting as a ball of fire sent to consume the Fade. 

The Fade screamed as the Power raged around it, the fire engulfing it, burning it away to 

nothing; but its blades had pierced the valiant heart of the king’s brother. Conor wept 

unashamedly. 

      “It is done,” Nyal said, “the Aes Sedai said I would live to save my brother twice, and so 

maintain the glory of Manetheren. I have done my duty.” 

      “The Creator shelter you,” Conor said, the words sticking in his throat, “thank you, 

brother. Tai’shar Manetheren.” His brother breathed no more. Conor felt a soft hand on his 

cheek, as Keiva turned his face towards hers. They embraced there. He had done it, he had 

saved his love. 

      “I knew you would come for me, my king,” she said. 

      “My life for yours,” he said, “for you are my heart and life.” They kissed long and 

passionately. He set about piling the bodies of the Shadowspawn, and she kindled them with 

the Power, so no trace remained on the grass of Manetheren. At the top of the hill, by the 

stone, they buried Nyal, and ever after white flowers, called Maiden’s Hope, grew there. The 

land remembered Nyal’s sacrifice. All Manetheren remembered. Conor al Varre al Maera and 

Keiva ay Neiv ay Caetlen walked hand in hand from that place as the sun set, Conor leaning 

on the pole that bore Manetheren’s standard. Keiva lent her head against Conor’s shoulder 

and said: “That was good fun, wasn’t it?” He nodded. 

      “Can I be the King of Manetheren next time?” Nyal asked, sitting up in his freshly 



imagined grave. Conor smiled and nodded, throwing him the crown of Manetheren, a small 

circle of rusted metal from an old barrel, and the banner, a stick with an old white 

hankerchief tied to it. Nyal put on the crown and took up the banner, brandishing his wooden 

sword in hand. 

      “Nyal! Conor! Time for dinner!” came the accompanying cry. 

 

 
 


